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t( The next day, while climbing the Hill of the
Blue Tree-tops^, I met some pilgrims coming in
the opposite direction, talking eagerly together.
When I reached them, one of their company thus
addressed me : (It is useless to continue your
journey. Rajputana is no longer standing on his
head and is therefore no longer holy. He is a humbug
and a rascal. He has actually washed himself, cut
his hair and beard, and looks as if he has had a good
meal/ But I only laughed at the words of these
pilgrims, and proceeded on my way.

ct e Welcome ! Yea, a very harvest of welcomes !?
exclaimed Rajputana when I reached the summit of
the Hll. (I have just had an altercation with a few
pilgrims. They went so far as to abuse me just now
because I was not standing on my head. I have,
however, put aside all austerities and bask in the
sunshine of your presence, and in so doing I am
recompensed a thousandfold. I pray you tell me
your name/

"When I told him my name and that I was a dan-
cing-girl of the King, he said something about kings
in general and you in particular that would not make
you laugh. Seeing, however, that I did not approve
of his views, and glancing hastily at a feather I held
in my hand, he immediately changed the subject.

" I must confess, 0 King, that remembering that
Rajputana had for many years been a topsy-turvy
holy man, he was remarkably apt and rapid in his